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went; and that she did not protect us from our enemies on our account:
but from her enemies on her own account, from those who had no quarrel
with us on any other account, and who will always be our enemies on the
same account. Let Britain waive her pretensions to the Continent, or the
Continent throw off the dependance, and we should be at peace with
France and Spain, were they at war with Britain. The miseries of Han-
over last war ought to warn us against connections.
It hath lately been asserted in parliament, that the Colonies have no
relation to each other but through the Parent Country, i. e. that Penn-
sylvania and the Jerseys and so on for the rest, are sister Colonies by the
way of England; this is certainly a very roundabout way of proving
relationship, but it is the nearest and only true way of proving enmity
(or enemyship, if I may so call it.) France and Spain never were, nor
perhaps ever will be, our enemies as Americans, but as our being the
subjects of Great Britain.
But Britain is the parent country, say some. Then the more shame
upon her conduct. Even brutes do not devour their young, nor savages
make war upon their families. Wherefore, the assertion, if true, turns to
her reproach; but it happens not to be true, or only partly so, and the
phrase parent or mother country hath been jesuitically adopted by the
King and his parasites, with a low papistical design of gaining an unfair
bias on the credulous weakness of our minds. Europe, and not England,
is the parent country of America. This new World hath been the asylum
for the persecuted lovers of civil and religious liberty from every part
of Europe. Hither have they fled, not from the tender embraces of the
mother, but from the cruelty of the monster; and it is so far true of
England, that the same tyranny which drove the first emigrants from
home, pursues their descendants still.
In this extensive quarter of the globe, we forget the narrow limits of
three hundred and sixty miles (the extent of England) and carry our
friendship on a larger scale; we claim brotherhood with every European
Christian, and triumph in the generosity of the sentiment.
It is pleasant to observe by what regular gradations we surmount the
force of local prejudices, as we enlarge our acquaintance with the World.
A man born in any town in England divided into parishes, will nat-
urally associate most with his fellow parishioners (because their inter-
ests in many cases will be common) and distinguish him by the name of
neighbour; if he meet him but a few miles from home, he drops the
narrow idea of a street, and salutes him by the name of townsman; if he
of the county and meet him in any other, he forgets the minor